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Article 16

Kathi Daley
Grade 10
Parchment High School
Mr. Nevela
THE QUEST
The Baby looked at his parents as they ate their breakfast. "I'm going
to leave," he announced.
"Why?" his mother asked absently, sipping her orange juice.
"I must search for a Name for myself," he replied with a sudden intensity.
His mother chuckled. "Baby," she told him, "there are enough names here
to fill a house! There's no need to go out looking for one. Besides, what
would the neighbors think? Personally, I've always been partial to Scott.
That's a nice name. How about a name like that?"
"Searching," said the grandmother darkly (of course, she always said everything darkly, so no one paid much attention), "always leads the searcher to
find something. Are you prepared for those consequences?"
The Baby raised his tawny head in a noble movement. "Yes," he answered
quietly, his blue eyes shining with courage.
"This is all nonsense and there's been enough of it!" burst out the father.
"I'm going to work now!" He rose and strode from the house angrily, slamming
the door. The mother sighed and began clearing off the table. She and the
grandmother retreated to the kitchen to wash the dishes, leaving The Baby by
himself. The Siamese kitten came in, seating herself across from The Baby.
She observed him without blinking, already appearing at her tender age to
possess great wisdom.
"Kitten, I'm leaving," The Baby informed her, anxious as to what her
opinion was.
"Well, come on then!" Kitten said impatiently. "These things are best
when started early, and I've been waiting all morning!"
The Baby let out a delighted p'ealof laughter. He'd been waiting for someone to say this! In the kitchen, the mother and grandmother smiled as his mirth
reached their ears.
After he had laughed for a bit, a puzzled look appeared on his face. "What
do you mean, 'these things'?"
"Why, a Quest, of course!" Kitten answered, surprised.
"Oh," said The Baby. "Then I suppose we'd better get going." He paused.
"You are coming with me?"
"Of course."
The Baby slid out of his chair. He had been making preparations for a
few days, so he went straight to his room. There he carefully pulled out the
knapsack that held his provisions from behind the toybox. It contained a good
supply of cookies, a canteen filled with grape Kool-Aid, his favorite book
(a dog-eared copy of Horton Hears A Who, by Dr. Suess), and a pink crocheted
blanket that The Baby's mother had-made for him. After checking everything,
he strapped his knapsack on and headed for the front door. He turned to survey
the living room one last time. "This has been a good place," he observed.
On this phrase he planned to make his exit, but on finding that he couldn't
reach the doorknob he decided instead to follow Kitten out the hole that was
cut in the door for her.
Once outside, the two breathed the clean, early morning air. No one
noticed a small toddler dressed in a T-shirt and checkered pants or the kitten
standing beisde him. It was early, the mailman wasn't due for another hour.
Suddenly grinning, The Baby began to walk towards the sidewalk. Once I am
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around the corner, he thought, my journey will have truly begun.
The two travelers followed the sidewalk as it wandered through the suburb,
interrupted only by streets and alleys. Gradually, the city gave way to the
country and the fresh air, faintly scented with honeysuckle, rushed to embrace
them. The warm sun beat down on the fields and meadows, turning them to
emerald and gold. The dusty gravel road rolled out to meet the horizon far
ahead, while the air was alive with the silence of nature; the only silence
that includes the pleasant chirping of birds and the rustling grass, so it is
the most peaceful silence.
"Just out of curiosity," The Baby ventured, "when does The Quest begin?"
"It already has," Kitten informed him.
"Oh, I see. So anything can happen now."
"Exactly."
As they trudged farther, The Baby kept a sharp lookout to see when they
would reach an Adventure. The only thing he saw at first, however, was a large
field with cows in it. I hope that's not our Adventure, he thought. The Baby
was afraid of cows.
Kitten spied the upcoming Adventure before The Baby did, but she kept
quiet about it. A boy sat out near the road at the farmhouse up ahead with a
table spread with objects laying before him. When they came nearer, The Baby
saw a sign that read: Toy Sale.
"Hello!" cried the boy to the two travelers. He had pleasant features
and a merry smile, but something gleamed in his eyes that belied his appearance
of innocence.
"Hello." The Baby replied, cautiously. He was suddenly wary for some odd
reason.
"Welcome to my Toy Sale," the boy said proudly. "My name is Tycoon, and
see all the wonderful treasures I have for you." Tycoon waved his arm to indicate the table. "Would you care to take a look?"
The Baby and Kitten approached the table. All manner of dilapidated
playthings lay there: a train engine with no wheels, a doll without arms, a
watergun with no stopper, and a teddy bear who had lost most of his stuffing,
to name a few.
Over in the corner, something caught The Baby's eye. It was a toy flute,
bright red and shiny. There appeared to be no flaw, but when The Baby looked
closer he could see a crack in it that ran almost the whole length of the flute.
The flute would most certainly not sound right. But The Baby remembered the
music he had heard while in his playpen, and for the first time he felt the
stirrings of Want inside him. If he had that flute, he could play music.
"How much for the flute?" he asked. Tycoon grinned. A sale was in the
air, he could smell it.
"Do you have any Money?" he inquired. The Baby shook his head wonderingly.
Money he hadn't thought of when planning this Search.
"What? No Money!" exclaimed Tycoon, shocked to the core of his greedy
soul. "Why, Money is the foundation of the world! Money rules everything!
How can you travel with no Money? It is the language of every man, no matter
where he lives. Oh, I'm deeply sorry for you. If you deem Money so unimportant as to forget to bring it with you, then your soul must be in sad shape!"
Tycoon sighed with pity for this naive infant.
The Baby had been startled into silence when Tycoon launched into his
tirade, but this last remark stung him.
"My Soul is in fine shape!" he told Tycoon, haughtily. "I have an idea.
How about a trade?"
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"Well. .." Tycoon paused, considering. "Oh, all right, I guess so."
The Baby spread his things before the shrewd businessman, laying them
carefully on the ground. He waited anxiously while the boy inspected all his
possessions.
At last Tycoon looked up. "You may have the flute for the book," he
decided.
The Baby cried out. This was indeed a hard choice! He loved the book,
but desired the flute. Which did he want more? He looked at Kitten.
"Consider," she told him. "You have read the book many times, but you
have never played the flute. The book is a dear friend, but don't you know it
by heart anyway? The story would remain with you even if you didn't have the
words. A flute would satisfy your need for music. It's up to you."
The Baby deliberated. Then he said slowly, "All right, it's a deal."
Tycoon's eyes gleamed. "Good!" he cried. Kitten glanced at The Baby,
and he wasn't sure if she was happy or sad with his choice.
The Baby handed the book to Tycoon and then repacked his knapsack. After
he had tied it on his back, he picked up the flute and began to play. The
music that emerged from the instrument was wondrous. It was a song of early
morning and things just beginning, of hopes sparked anew. It was light and
airy. Tycoon's jaw dropped in amazement at the perfection that came from the
cracked toy. All around the farmyard animals lifted their heads and listened,
enchanted. Two wild mice crept up and sat as if under a spell.
Now the music changed and became a merry tune, one for happy travelers and
good friends. While The Baby blew into the flute he turned and walked back
onto the road, beginning his Journey once more. Kitten followed him, dancing
to the lively song. The animals watched him leave with sadness and longing.
Tycoon stared in awe after him.
"He must have magic," he whispered to himself. Then he looked at the
book in his hands and wondered who had really gotten the better part of the
deal.
The afternoon was just beginning when The Baby and Kitten stopped to rest
and eat. They lunched beside a clear pond, perched on a moss-covered log. The
sun shone down on them warmly, and clouds traveled sluggishly across the sky.
A general feeling of laziness had descended on the world, and The Baby and
Kitten joined in with this by deciding to take a nap. As they drowsed, it
seemed to The Baby that they had all the time in the world. Things had been
like this forever, he reflected, and they always would be. Kitten, however,
knew better. Life was ever-changing, a thing many humans failed to realize.
They often seemed to feel that when they found something they liked it should
remain forever the way it was. But this led to boredom, because a life without variety is not much of a life. Kitten realized she was thinking profound
thoughts and she wanted to continue, but sleep was overpowering her and at last
her heavy lids sank closed.
The two young friends slumbered unhurriedly while the afternoon lazily
made its way toward evening. The Baby awakened first, stretching deliciously
and then sitting up. Seeing Kitten was still asleep, he decided to go for a
walk. He took his flute with him.
Wandering idly through the tall grass in the field, The Baby decided to
head for the small woods that lay ahead. Maybe he would find an Adventure.
If not, there were always many other things to see.
Entering the shaded woods, The Baby felt a sense of gloom. The trees
towered over him, rustling and whispering to the wind as it passed through.
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He walked along the small path that had been forged, his eyes trying to drink
in everything of this new experience. The Baby's face was alight as he beheld
the treasures that the tiny forest held. A squirrel peered down at The Baby
from behind a tree, curiously: a small rabbit scurried away into the bushes;
birds gossiped in chirping voices while their babies complained in loud peeps
that it was time to be fed. The Baby sat down against a tree to observe more.
He was very quiet, because he was trying not to disturb the creatures that
lived here. He became like a statue, and soon the animals forgot he was there.
A few came out to gather food right at his feet, and The Baby was awed. He
smiled.
Suddenly, the mood of the forest changed. The sun passed behind a cloud
and the world seemed dreary and dull. An uneasy stillness came over the woods.
For the first time, The Baby felt Fear. The woods seemed filled with it. And
then came a rustling in the bushes, and The Baby's heart froze as a large,
fierce-looking dog stepped out. Seeing The Baby, he growled menacingly and began to advance. The Baby's throat constricted. He was Alone. There was no
mother to pick him up, no Kitten to tell him what to do. This had never happened to him before!
As the dog came closer, The Baby cast his eyes about for something to stop
it with. A stick lay nearby. Could he reach it and throw it in time? Would
it scare the dog off or only anger him? The Baby was getting desperate when
he chanced to look at his hands and he saw that he held his flute.
Inspiration seized him and he raised it to his lips. Haltingly, he began
to playa song. It was intended to soothe and calm. It drifted across the
path to the dog, and he began to forget his anger as The Baby played on. Soon
he was lost in a dream, remembering younger days when he was a puppy running
free, days before he had a master who beat and kicked him. The dog's hatred
faded away while The Baby used his gift of Music. When at last The Baby stopped
playing, the dog had fallen asleep. Carefully, The Baby stood up and left the
forest.
Once in the field, he began to laugh merrily. He had had an Adventure,
and had had it all by himself! He had faced a ferocious animal and taken care
of it by using his Music. Ahead he saw Kitten, awake now.
"Kitten!" he shouted proudly. "I had another Adventure! There was a big
dog that wanted to hurt me, but I played my flute and he fell asleep!"
Kitten smiled. "Hadn't we better be starting off again?" she asked.
"Oh, yes!" The Baby danced around, packing his knapsack again. While
Kitten followed behind at a more sedate pace, The Baby ran ahead, leaping over
the ditches that lay along the roadside. Joy seemed to well up and bubble over
in him. He had realized, from his Adventure, that even if he was Alone he
could take care of himself. Then he looked back at Kitten. The Baby stopped.
"But it's even better to have a friend!" he told her. Then he ran forward again.
The Baby had just begun to wonder where they would spend the night when
the car came. It was dusk, so the headlights were on and they blinded The
Baby as he turned to look at the car. Then it pulled up beside him and stopped.
A woman with mousy brown hair and rather plain features leaned out the window
and asked, "Where are you going?"
"I'm going to find a Name," The Baby replied.
"Do you have a place to spend the night?" The Baby shook his head. The
woman sat looking at him for a moment. Finally she said, "You may come with
me if you want to."
The Baby hesitated for a second and glanced at Kitten. She sat impassively,
looking at the car.
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"All right," The Baby said, decisively. He and Kitten climbed in.
While they drove down the road, the woman talked to him. Her name was
Mary and she was going home after being away for a while. She told The Baby
that she had had a boy of her own, but she had lost him and her husband in a
car accident a month ago. The Baby felt sorry for Mary because she seemed very
sad. He failed to notice the glances she stole at him while she drove.
She chatted with The Baby, and he told her of his Adventures and the
things he had learned. Outside, the darkness covered everything, the stars and
moon shining like bright jewels on a black velvet sky.
Finally, they arrived at Mary's house. She escorted The Baby and Kitten
into the kitchen, where she fed The Baby some warm broth and gave Kitten a
saucer of milk. The Baby's head began drooping even before he was finished
with his meal. Mary gently took his hand and led him to a room with a small
bed. It had bright yellow wallpaper covered with giraffes, and in the corner
stood a toy chest. Mary tucked The Baby into the bed and softly laid her hand
on his cheek as he drifted into sleep. Tears sprang to her eyes as she recalled
another child who had lain in this bed. He's so much like Eric, she thought to
herself. A longing rose in her as she stroked The Baby's rosy cheek. She
would keep him here and name him Eric. He would be hers and she would have
something to love again.
Yes, she decided. That's what I'll do. And she went out of the room,
closing the door quietly. That night Mary had the first good sleep she had had
since the accident.
Sunbeams that had peeked around the curtain and tickled his face woke The
Baby the next morning. He sat up groggily, for a moment unsure of his surroundings. After a few minutes he remembered he was at Mary's house and it was the
Second Day of his Quest. Oddly enough,> The Baby didn't feel any urge to travel
yet. Maybe he would after breakfast. The Baby looked around for his clothes,
but they were gone. So was his backpack. On the toy chest lay a pair of blue
overalls and a white shirt. The Baby decided to wear those.
After dressing, he tiptoed out of his room and into the kitchen. Mary
was already there, busily fixing eggs and bacon. Kitten was resting in a patch
of sunlight. A trace of milk on her chin told The Baby she had already been
fed.
"Good morning!" Mary exclaimed. When she smiled, her face was transformed,
her plain features becoming radiant.
"Good morning," The Baby replied.
"Sit down," Mary urged. "Have some eggs for breakfast. Would you like
orange juice? The bacon will be done in a minute."
"Yes, please," The Baby answered, climbing into a chair. He attacked his
eggs hungrily.
"Well," Mary said when he was finished. "What do you plan to do today?"
"I'm not quite ready to leave yet. Do you mind?"
"Of course not! You can make yourself right at home!" Mary smiled again.
"Out back there's a swing if you want to go play."
"O.K.!" The Baby cried, heading for the door. He loved to swing! Kitten
followed him.
After she had washed the dishes, Mary came outside and joined them. She
played with The Baby, pushing him on the swing or playing tag or just watching
The Baby. She noticed that The Baby played quite a bit with Kitten, and a
jealousy arose in her. Mary didn't want to share her treasure. He belonged
to her.
She brought up the subject when they were sitting at lunch. "Baby, I've
been thinking," she said. "I have an idea. You can live here with me and
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I'll be your mother. You won't have to go traipsing around looking for a name
because I already know a good one. Eric! I'll call you that, and you can belong to me. But," she paused and looked darkly at the furry animal laying on
the rug, "Kitten will have to go. I don't like cats. We'll get rid of her."
The Baby had listened in silent amazement while Mary spoke. He couldn't
believe it!
"But I'm on a Quest," he told her. "I'm searching. I can't stay, I have
to find a name."
"I told you!" Mary burst out. "You'll be called Eric!"
"I don't want that name!" The Baby shouted back. "Besides, you'd take my
friend, Kitten, away! What would I do without Kitten?" The Baby rose to leave
before she could carry out her threats. Mary grabbed his arm and jerked him
roughly. Kitten snarled and leaped forward, her claws scratching Mary's leg.
"Ouch!" Mary yelled, and kicked Kitten. Her body flew across the kitchen
and fell with a thud by the door.
"Kitten!" called The Baby, struggling to break loose and go to the inert
form. Mary gripped him tightly and dragged him towards the bedroom.
"No!" sobbed The Baby. "Let me go!" Mary flung him on the bed.
"You're going to stay here!" she screamed. "You're mine, Eric!" Her
voice rose hysterically. "Mine!" She ran out and slammed the door, and a few
seconds later The Baby heard the turn of the key in the lock. He was a Prisoner!
"Kitten," The Baby whimpered aloud, picturing the cat lying lifelessly
by the door. What if Kitten was dead? Tears streamed down The Baby's cheeks
as he sobbed heartbrokenly. He wailed into the pillow, his grief and fear overwhelming him.
Mary went into the kitchen and poured herself a drink. She was shaking.
The Baby's cries unnerved her, only making it harder for her to calm down. She
looked at the door and realized Kitten was missing. Good, she thought savagely.
She hoped she'd scared Kitten off for good. Her Eric didn't need any pets. He
had a mother!
Inside the room The Baby lay, remembering how he used to play with Kitten.
She had always been very gentle with him, even when he had been mean without
realizing it. He had stopped crying, and for a few moments he was so wrapped
in thought that he failed to notice the scratching sound. Slowly, it penetrated
his consciousness and he sat up. It came from the window.
The Baby went to the window and looked. "Kitten!" he cried joyfully.
"Hush!" Kitten warned sharply through the screen. "I'm going to help you
escape." She told him what to do. The Baby pushed out the screen and a few
moments later joined his friend outside. He threw his arms around her and
hugged her.
"I love you!" he told her happily. Kitten smiled.
"I know," she replied. "We've got to hurry, though. Here's your backpack.
Mary had put it in the garbage, but I found it."
"Thank you!" The Baby cried. He snatched the backpack and began to run,
Kitten limping behind him. The Baby noticed this and stopped. "Come here," he
said. He picked up Kitten and then began to run again. The stones in the
driveway hurt his feet, but he didn't care. He only wanted to get away.
Inside the house, Mary went to check on The Baby. "Eric!" she cried, seeing
the broken screen. She rushed outside, but The Baby was nowhere in sight. Mary
stood for a while, looking at the woods, then slowly her head bent and she turned
away to enter the house sadly.
In the woods, The Baby and Kitten stopped in a clearing to rest.
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"Kitten, Mary was evil!" The Baby said while lying back in the grass.
"You're wrong, Baby," Kitten disagreed quietly. "She was not truly evil.
Her grief had only led her to extremes. She wanted you to replace her son. No
one that you've met so far was evil. Tycoon was only greedy, and the dog was
only hurt and angry because he was mistreated. And Mary was just lonely."
Kitten paused. "Understanding people fully," she continued, "will help you
understand their behavior."
Kitten and The Baby traveled on the road again once they were far enough
from Mary's house. Kitten's limp was very bad now, so The Baby still carried
her. She was in quite a bit of pain so they stopped to rest often. Kitten
always welcomed the rest because every jiggle sent a dart of agonizing pain
through her leg when The Baby carried her. Once, she asked The Baby if he would
play his flute.
"No, I don't think so, Kitten," The Baby replied after reflecting for a
moment. "I'm really not in the mood for it. I have a lot to think about."
After lunch they walked by a freeway and both travelers were amazed at
the cars that passed by so quickly, roaring loudly.
Although he didn't mention it to Kitten, as the afternoon waned The Baby
became more worried about her. Her leg was sore and inflamed, and she seemed
to have a fever. Now The Baby wished for Money because they could have stopped
at a hotel to spend the night and he could have taken her to a doctor's office.
Kitten couldn't spend a night out in the open, she might die. All these
thoughts were running through The Baby's head as the two stopped to rest again,
late in the afternoon.
"Baby, playa song!" Kitten begged. She had been delirious before, but
appeared quite lucid now although still in considerable pain.
The Baby pulled out his flute. It seemed like an old friend now. He
began to blow, hesitantly at first. The song he played had a question in it.
It took The Baby's fearful thoughts and made them into a tune, one that seemed
to tell the world he was puzzled and wasn't really sure what to do. When the
song was over, The Baby held the flute in his hands and listened. All was
silent for a moment, and then he heard a creaking noise and footsteps.
Around the path came an old man walking beside a horse. The nag was pulling
a cluttered wagon behind her. When The Baby saw his Answer, he looked at his
flute. "I name you 'Magic'!" he whispered, and then put it away. Scooping up
Kitten he turned to face his Answer, surveying it intently.
The old man was bent and withered, with a complexion like gnarled bark.
His eyes, however, peered from beneath his thatch of silver hair with a vibrant
light shining in them. They were the eyes of someone who has seen much trouble
but still maintains a faithful hope.
His horse appeared to be a sad-looking mess of skin and bones that had
been thrown together in the basic form of a horse, with a straw hat clapped on
her head. She trudged forward, steadily pulling the rickety wagon filled with
the wares that proclaimed the old man was a peddler.
"Well, what have we here?" the old man queried, halting at the sight of
the two searchers.
"I am The Baby, and this is Kitten," The Baby answered. "Kitten is hurt
badly. Could you help us, please?"
"Why, surelyt Let me have a look at Kitten. My name is Amos and this is
my horse, Nellie." Amos introduced himself and his companion. "Tell you what.
How about if we build a fire in this clearing and then I'll make some soup.
I'll take a look at Kitten after we build a fire to warm her up."
Amos unhitched Nellie and she wandered off to find her supper. The Baby
put Kitten down with his backpack and covered her with his blanket while he
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helped the kindly old man gather wood. Soon they had a good, warm fire going.
While Amos pitched a large tent and then got his cooking materials together,
The Baby rolled two logs up near the fire for them to sit on. He placed Kitten
on the blanket by his log. Amos put his soup on the fire to begin cooking, and
then turned his attention to the wounded cat. He examined her gently and carefully, prodding here and there. At last he said, "Well, the leg isn't broken,
only badly bruised, which will take a few days to heal. She's running a
slight fever because of the shock."
"Oh, I see," The Baby said relieved. "Thanks, Amos!"
Amos turned to see to his soup. He poured some into bowls for The Baby
and himself, and then gave Kitten some in a saucer. Night had descended now
and the crickets' songs filled the air. Nellie returned and settled near the
wagon.
The warm soup filled The Baby's stomach and he suddenly felt completely
exhausted. Taking him by the hand and picking up Kitten, the old man took
them into the tent and put them in the extra sleeping bag. The two friends
fell asleep immediately.
Awakening early in the morning, The Baby emerged from the
tent like a butterfly from a cocoon. Amos was sitting by the fire with a cup
of black coffee.
"Morning," he greeted the traveler.
"Morning," The Baby replied, trying to act nonchalant.
"Sleep well?"
"Very."
"Have some toast," offered Amos. "It's burnt, but edible."
"Thanks."
After breakfast and cleaning up, The Baby and Amos talked. The Baby told
Amos of his Adventures, and Amos told The Baby about places he had been to and
things he had seen. They broke camp a while later. Kitten and The Baby rode
in the front of the wagon and Amos walked beside Nellie.
During the next few days while Kitten recovered, Amos and The Baby became
good friends. Amos opened a whole new world up to The Baby that he had never
known existed, with his stories of all the places he had been. Amos enjoyed
hearing about The Baby's Quest. Occasionally Kitten would talk with them.
Even after Kitten had fully recovered they remained with Amos and Nellie,
traveling into several other states. The Baby worked with Amos. He was not
aware of the great passage of Time, and he wasn't aware that he was growing
older. Every once in a while, during a quiet moment, he'd be amazed at how
much Time had gone by in so seemingly short a space, but these moments were
few.
One day they came into a large town called Sinclair. "Baby, let's go meet
someone," Amos said impulsively. The Baby followed him to a small white house.
An old woman opened the door and threw her arms around Amos. She was older
than Amos and her face looked like his in a nice sort of way. "Baby, meet my
sister, Millie. Millie, this is The Baby, a new acquaintance of mine."
"How do you do, Baby?" Millie shook his hand.
"How do you do?" The Baby replied politely.
"Well, come in, both of you!" Millie cried. "Can you stay long?" she
inquired of Amos.
"A while."
"Well, then, you can have a bite to eato" She pulled them into her house,
talking and laughing as she did so.
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Once The Baby had thought Amos talked a lot, but Millie chattered on
seemingly unexhausted for the next hour. At the same time she whipped up a
"small" dinner of turkey, dressing, sweet potatoes, cranberry sauce, and a
pumpkin pie. The Baby ate and ate until he felt stuffed, but when he looked at
the table it seemed that he hadn't made a dent at all in the huge quantity of
food.
The three retired to the living room. Amos and Millie spoke quietly over
cups of coffee while The Baby fought to keep his eyes open. At last he gave in
and sleep drifted over him.
He began to dream. In his dream, he was walking along a path. Someone
else was with him, but he wasn't sure who it was.
They walked along the path together. Instead of trees on each side there
were people, all the people The Baby knew. Starting with his mother, father
and grandmother, and then going from Kitten to Mary to Amos. "Nothing lasts
forever," the one who walked with him said. It sounded like Kitten's voice, but
The Baby wasn't sure. Now he could see more figures on the side--Tycoon, the
dog in the woods, Nellie, and Millie. Last of all was his flute, Magic. Magic
began to playa song. Hearing the first few notes, The Baby realized what was
happening. All the people he'd met in his short life were here, and the song
was evoking all his memories.
At home he'd been existing comfortably, no more. When he met Tycoon,
he'd felt Desire, and then he had felt the pain that comes when you give up
something dear. In the woods he had felt Fear, and then Pride because he'd
done something by himself. Mary had shown him what Grief can do. With Amos-for the first time he realized this--he felt True Happiness and a deep Friendship.
Magic played on. The Baby had discerned all these things from the song.
Now he listened more closely and he could hear running through the tune a
thread of sound that stayed continuously. It stood for Kitten, the one who
was always by The Baby's side.
Magic was quiet and the voice beside The Baby spoke again. "Life is a
shifting pattern. Remember that. Your life is a patchwork quilt and there's
always a new square being added. Your Quest is not over yet."
"Baby!" Amos was saying. "Wake up!" He shook The Baby's shoulder.
"Hnnnm?" The Baby mumbled, coming back to reality. He sat up and stretched.
"I had a dream." he began, yawning.
"Tell me later," Amos interrupted. It's getting late and we have to get
back to Nellie. Good-bye, Millie." He turned and kissed his sister.
"Good-bye, Millie, it was nice meeting you. And thank you for the wonderful dinner!" The Baby said. Millie smiled.
"You're welcome, Baby. Good luck in your Quest!" She replied. Amos
took The Baby's hand and they left the house. The Baby walked along with Amos,
humming softly. Something was nagging him, a small thought at the back of his
brain. He concentrated and it came to him.
"Where's Kitten?" he cried.
"I don't know." Amos thought a moment. "Did she come with us to Millie's?"
"I don't remember."
"Well, I'll go back and see. Wait here." Amos dropped The Baby's hand
and started back across the street. Suddenly, The Baby knew what was going to
happen and he opened his mouth to scream. At that instant, a truck roared
around the corner and caught Amos in its headlights. Time froze for what seemed
an eternity, but was only a moment. Then the brakes squealed and the truck
hit Amos.
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"Amos!" The scream that had caught in his throat tore loose in a cry of
anguish as The Baby ran to the form on the pavement. Amos moved slightly and
moaned. Across the street, Millie opened her door and when she saw the scene
she ran forward. The truck driver got out and said, "Oh, God, I didn't even
see him!" The Baby sawall this as he knelt beside his friend, but it seemed
far away. Amos opened his eyes.
"Baby?" he whispered.
"Yes?" The Baby sobbed, tears streaming down his cheeks. He knew Amos
was dying.
"Don't give up. It isn't over yet." Amos squeezed The Baby's hand.
Millie knelt beside them. She was crying, too.
"Amos!" she cried softly. He took his hand from The Baby's and reached
out to touch his sister. Halfway there his hand fell, and The Baby realized
he was dead. He laid his head down. "Amos!" he wailed. Millie put her arm
around The Baby, weeping quietly.
The Baby had no recollection of the next few hours. He felt numb and
cold. Millie was busy taking care of everything. The police came and an ambulance came. Someone was sent to get Nellie and Amos' wagon.
Kitten appeared in the living room while The Baby sat alone, staring at
the wall. "Death touches us all," she said. The Baby remained silent.
"Remember your dream," she reminded him after a time. The Baby stirred. The
dream came back to him.
"Yes," he whispered to himself at last. Amos wasn't completely gone. His
square still lay in The Baby's quilt. The Baby would always have it with him.
The Baby spied his backpack lying on the couch. He pulled out Magic. After
a few moments he began to playa song for Amos.
The music from the cracked flute floated out to Millie and the policemen
in the kitchen. They stopped talking, listening intently. It was a mourning
song, slow and sad. But the current that ran underneath reminded them that
what was gone had once been here and something would always remain in their
hearts. The toy spoke The Baby's grief eloquently. Tears came to Millie's
eyes.
When the song was done, Kitten looked at The Baby. "You are no longer a
Baby," she told him. "You are a Boy, and you will soon find your Name. And
I am a Cat."
The Boy looked at Cat. "We'd better go find the End of the Quest," he
said. They rose and left.
The Boy and Cat had been walking for several days now. They slept in
barns for the first few nights, and when they came nearer to the city they
could usually find an empty shed.
The city was called Utopia, and it was very large. The Boy and Cat stood
on a small hill and surveyed it. It stretched out to the faraway mountains,
and the huge buildings seemed to try to reach the clouds.
"The End of the Quest lies there," The Boy said, pointing to Utopia. The
wind ruffled his hair, a cool breeze that somehow carried the essence of the
city with it.
Cat spoke, and her voice was urgent. "Boy, there comes a time for farewells. Death is one kind of farewell, but there are also others. My farewell
to you is coming soon, so let me speak now.
"I have been your companion throughout this journey. You have grown from
a Baby to a Boy. Continue to add squares through your whole life to your quilt.
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"I love you, Boy, which is why I came along with you. You are my one
true friend, and I thank you for your friendship." Cat ended her speech. The
Boy wiped tears from his eyes.
"Cat, it is I who should thank you. Your friendship is a greater gift than
I deserve!" The Boy hugged her tightly. He straightened up. "Now let's go down
to the city."
They started down the hill. The Boy was amazed as they followed the sidewalks through Utopia. This city was much larger than the one he came from. He
delighted in the noise of the cars, and the crowds of people, and the smells
that came from the shops he passed. Although he'd never been to a circus, he
felt the same kind of excitement watching this show. He would have liked to
stay longer, but Cat pulled at his leg.
The Boy followed her away from the bustle towards the suburbs. They were
like a different world, quiet and peaceful. The calm was broken only by faraway
shouts of playing children, or snatches of song from radios inside the trim
houses. Cat led The Boy onward, until they came to a small park. As it was
late the park was empty, and a silence surrounded it. Only the murmuring of the
trees broke the spell of calm. The Boy took a seat on a swing and sat drinking
everything in. It was one of the few times in his Quest that he had felt a
true Peace. At the back of his mind there was still the restlessness that urged
him on, but for now he was quiet. It was a resting space, and The Boy welcomed
it.
Cat walked over and sat at The Boy's feet. The Boy smiled at her. "Isn't
this beautiful?" he asked softly.
Cat looked up. "Meow," she purred.
"Cat!" The Boy cried. He jumped up. "Cat!"
"Meow."
"Cat, I can't understand you! What's wrong?" he sobbed. "Talk to me,
please!" Cat only purred.
"Oh, Cat!" The Boy sat down in the swing and cried heartbrokenly. "This
must be your farewell. My one true friend," he mourned. "This is harder than
if you had left." As he sat with head bent, Cat meowed plaintively and rubbed
his leg. The Boy looked into her eyes, but they were no longer Cat's eyes.
They were just the eyes of a cat, mysterious and slanted.
"Good-bye, Cat," The Boy whispered. "I'll miss you very much!" His
grief overwhelmed him again, and tears streamed down his cheeks. The sudden
death of Amos hadn't been like this. Cat had warned him, but The Boy still
hadn't been prepared for the loss of her.
After he'd finished weeping, The Boy lifted his head with a decisive air.
He spoke to the cat. "You'll need a name. I think - Amos, for another friend
who is gone. Amos Cat, for the two who meant the most to me and are now both
gone. Cat, your square is the largest in my quilt." The Boy lapsed into silence,
and remained that way while darkness crept up.
"Excuse me," a silvery voice said. The Boy jumped, startled. A girl stood
beside him, with a dog in her arms. The girl was beautiful, black hair curling
riotiously around her oval face, large blue eyes the color of a mountain lake.
Her eyes shone like jewels, catching the light from the street lamp. She
smiled at The Boy.
"Are you all right?" she asked.
"Huh?"
"Are you lost or anything?"
"Oh, no! I'm not lost."
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"Oh, I wondered," she said, sitting in the swing next to him. He couldn't
take his eyes off her. He sat entranced. "It's so late, I thought maybe you
were lost."
"Well, the reason I'm here is because I'm on a Quest," The Boy told her.
"Really? Tell me about it! What kind of Quest?" she asked eagerly. So
The Boy explained to her, starting off briefly. She asked many qustions, and
soon he was telling her of all his Adventures. He told her about Cat, although
it was hard. While he was struggling for words, The Boy looked into her clear
blue eyes. They were full of compassion and shiny with unshed tears. And in
that moment The Boy fell deeply in Love.
When he finished his story, she sat quietly. Then she looked up with a
start. "Oh!" she exclaimed. "Here I am asking you all these questions and I
haven't even introduced myself! My name is Kathleen Morris, but everyone calls
me Kit."
The Boy felt a cold shiver run down his spine. Kit! Could this be a sign?
he wondered. But Kit was talking. He forced himself back into the present.
"Do you have a place to spend the night?" she asked.
"No."
"Well, I'm sure my parents wouldn't mind if you stayed in our guest room.
Come home with me! And we'd better go right now because it's getting very late!"
"All right." The Boy stood up, scooping Amos Cat into his arms. He
followed Kit down the street to a simple white house with green trim.
Mr. and Mrs. Morris were very friendly and welcomed him warmly. Mrs. Morris
piled The BOY's plate high with barbecued chicken and fruit salad, thinking he
looked hungry. She also provided a saucer of milk for Amos Cat. The Boy finally finished all the food Mrs. Morris had urged on him, and suddenly he felt
completely exhausted. His eyelids felt like lead, and his head drooped so far
forward it was in danger of hitting the table. Mr. Morris carried him into
bed, and The Boy was asleep before his head was on the pillow.
He awakened early, completely refreshed. He dressed hurriedly, the delicious smells of bacon and eggs floating into the room tantalizingly. Kit was
already up. "Good morning!" she welcomed him cheerfully.
"Good morning!" he replied, his eyes growing wide at the huge quantities
of food Mrs. Morris heaped onto his plate. He devoted all his concentration to
eating every bite. Kit finished her breakfast and sat waiting for The Boy
silently. When he was done, he looked up and she smiled at him. A thrill went
through him.
"Would you like to go to the park?" she inquired.
"All right," he decided. "Wait a minute, I want to get something." The
Boy ran to his room and pulled Magic from his knapsack. He also looked for
Amos Cat, but she was gone. When he returned Kit was holding her dog. He
noticed now it was a small Beagle.
"This is Muffin," Kit told him.
They walked leisurely to the park, not conversing, listening to the early
morning sounds. The air had just a hint of chilliness in the air, but the sun
was warm and the sky was a rich blue. The park shone green, the color of living
things and therefore good.
Kit and The Boy played on the swings and the slide, talking and laughing
together like old friends. To The Boy, the whole world seemed bright because
he was in Love. He was happy just to be sitting by Kit. He felt completely
at ease in her presence. They seemed to have known each other for a long time,
and at the same time seemed to have just met.
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They sat at the sandbox, resting a moment, when The Boy suddenly felt a
feeling of pure joy and elation rising in him. He pulled Magic from his pocket
and began to play.
The pure notes spilled out into the crystal air. The other children in the
park halted and stood as if under a spell. Kit's face was filled with awe and
wonder. It was undoubtedly his finest song. The music trilled lightly, weaving
the tune to make the sound of happiness. Abruptly, song changed and everyone
felt an aching loss. They were filled with sadness. But the joyful tune returned
again. It was a song of Life.
When The Boy finally lowered the cracked toy that made such beautiful sounds
from his lips, a hush fell over the air. As he looked around in amazement, he
saw that people had emerged from their houses and cars had even stopped on the
street to hear his song. All of them were smiling. The music had renewed them.
For just an instant, the quiet hovered in the air, and then all the people
cheered and applauded. As the people turned to leave, the tune still lay in
their hearts and it brightened the day of all who had heard it.
"That was wonderful," Kit whispered to The Boy, feeling somehow that anything she could say would be inadequate.
"It was for you," he told her proudly. "Well, it was for a few others, too,
but it was inspired by you."
"Thank you!" she cried, overcome at the thought that the magnificent music
had been inspired by her. After a few moments she came back to reality, and
she and The Boy ran to play on the merry-go-round. They played for the rest of
the morning, until The Boy began to feel hungry.
"Let's go home for lunch now," he suggested.
"All right," Kit replied. "I'll get Muffin. Here, Muffin!" she called.
The dog had been sitting by the merry-go-round just a moment ago. "Muffin!"
she called again. "Please help me find him!" The Boy went over by the slide.
"Muffin?" He looked underneath the slide. The dog wasn't there. He
went to the sandbox by the street. He was just about to turn back when Kit
screamed.
"Muffin!" It was a cry of deep fear and panic. The Boy turned and saw
Muffin trotting across the street, with a car heading straight for him! Without thinking, The Boy leaped into the street. Running to the dog, he pushed
Muffin out of the way just as the car hit. The Boy felt a pain in his side and
then everything was black.
He was floating. Ahead of him a light was shining. A voice spoke and
The Boy smiled, for it sounded like Cat's voice.
"Not time yet," the voice said. "You won't die yet, because you loved the
girl enough to die before you had a Name. Love is what lies in the sewing of
the quilt. Go back and finish your Quest."
The Boy opened his eyes, for a moment unsure of his surroundings. Then he
realized he was in a hospital bed. Mr. and Mrs. Morris and Kit stood beside
the bed. Kit smiled and leaned toward him.
"You saved Muffin!" she told him. "You're a hero!"
The Boy knew suddenly what his name would be. His Quest was ended. The
Search was over. He had a name!
Hero smiled.
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